VICHY  WATER
by the utter despair and lack of comprehension that came from the
staring eyes.
"I don't want to he with that man," I said. "Put me into a cell
alone." The warder took a key and opened that door. He whispered
into my ear that was the hest cell and he would return my cigarettes
and give me some money once the policeman was gone. So I was
locked in and in a little while the warder handed through the peep-
hole three hundred francs and cigarettes.
In the cell there was a long wooden contraption, like a sloping
table, that filled the room. A man lay on it. In the corner was a
latrine: die stench was explained. The water tank above the latrine
went off every few minutes. It made a terrific din and you never
knew when it would go off the next time. The man whose face
I had seen was walking up and down; up and down. Polar bears do
that in zoos. The other man was lying with open eyes and the
attitude of his body was vacant. I looked at the wall. A guillotine
was drawn on it and under it was written, 'Aux condes, aux mouchards,
a Hitler h saligaud.' I asked the roaming man what conde and
mouchard meant.
"You must be a foreigner," he said. "Conofe in Marseillais is a
policeman and mouchard is a man who squeals on you, a man who
betrays you, a man who is in the pay of the police." That was more
or less the accurate description of the soldier who got me there.
"Are you Italian ?" "Yes," he said eagerly. Tm an Italian."
He was going to speak, it would make prison comparatively gay
for him; but I asked him where I was. His face fell and he told me
I was at the Evechd. The Eveche used to be the bishop's palace, now
it was the police prison. A notorious place. The door opened and
a young man was pushed in. He was an American. He had been
picked up in a pub of ill repute. He was drunk and indignant.
"If they don't let me out in the morning," he said, Til set the
whole Consulate on them."
He was an amusing chap, reminiscent of the world I knew outside,
so we laughed and we told each other we'd be released in the
morning. We laughed more and our only hope, a very gentlemanly
hope, was that nobody should make use of the latrine while we were
there. The American once asked who would win the war?
"England," I said. "It stands to reason. Otherwise I wouldn't be
here." It was a bit confused, but that was on account of the noise
and smell of the latrine. The American, safe with the American
Consulate, fell asleep. I couldn't sleep.
The Italian sat down on the sloping table and stared at the wall.
-I examined the wall.   Some simple soul had carved, with a penknife